INTERVIEW: 


The High Republic 
author on the thrilling 
climax of Phase One! 


Behind the scenes 
at Industrial Light 
& Magic’s VFX 

Art Department! 


GEkU. 
Mandalore! rz | 


© 4 TM 2022 Lucastim Lid Al Rights Resapwed. Used under authorization 


DANIEL JOSE OLDER INTERVIEW 


taken to get there. 


WORDS: AMY RICHAU 


efore The High 
Republic, Daniel 
B José Older’s first 
work in the Star 
Wars galaxy was 
a short story, 
“Born in the Storm,” for the 
anthology From a Certain Point of 
View: A New Hope. His full-length 
novel, Last Shot, was released as 
part of the publishing initiative 
supporting the release of Solo: 
A Star Wars Story (2018). With 
The High Republic proving to be 
a runaway success, Insider spoke 
to Older about his approach to 
writing Star Wars. 
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“STAR WARS \S ALWAYS ABOuT 
HAVING A REALLY EXCITING TIME AND 
FIGHTING FOR WHAT YOu BELIEVE iN 
AND LEARNING ABOUT WHO YOU ARE 
ON A DEEPER LEVEL.” 


01 The cover Star Wars Insider: What 
ee are you drawn to most in 
José Older’s a Star Wars story? 
upcoming 
The High 
Republic 
YA novel, 


Midnight 
Horizon. 


When you were asked 
to join the team for The 
High Republic, were you 
approached specifically 
to write the IDW comic? 
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iA 


<P REALLY.WANT-TO-TELL A SAGA. A LONG STORY 
ABoUT THESE YOUNG PEOPLE THAT STRETCHES 


ACROSS THE ENTIRE FIRST PHASE OF THIS INITIATIVE.” 


until that point, so it was a really 
perfect way to jump in. 


How did your writing process 
change from writing novels 
to comics? Did you have to 
completely re-engineer things? 
I’ve always been a “just run with it” 
type of novelist. | wouldn’t outline 
or structure stuff beforehand, 
particularly. I would as I went along, 
but it was never pre-planned. I was 
always, “Let’s see what happens,” 
and would just run headlong into it. 
But that doesn’t work with scripts. 
It’s not recommended, and for a 
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02 Petur 
Antonsson’s 
cover art for 
the French 
edition of 


reason. I started outlining with 
comic scripts really meticulously, 
and that actually bled into my 
novel-writing process. Now I’m Pees 
a very serious outliner when I Crashpoint 
do novels too, so that was really Tower. 
interesting. But it is a very, very 
different medium as a writer. 

What I’ve found is that it 
reminds me a lot of songwriting. 
I had a period of my life where 
I was mostly doing music and 
wrote a lot of songs, and it’s very 
similar in terms of having a set 
structure that you’re working 
in, and then finding freedom 


within that structure. Also, there 
is the collaborative aspect as a 
songwriter. One of the best things 
ever is getting to hear your song 
played by a whole band or by 
other people, and that’s what 
happens when you're writing 
something that you then hand off 
to someone else. They take it and 
turn it into theirs. Harvey Tolibao 
is such an incredible artist. The 
whole team on The High Republic 
Adventures is fantastic; Rebecca 
Nalty on colors and Jake M. Wood 
on letters. Handing a script off to 
Harvey and those talented people, 


knowing that it’ll come back as 
something totally brand new, but 
also deeply connected to the vision 
that I originally had, that whole 
conversation is so rewarding. It’s 
been a really fun collaboration. 


Concise writing is what 

shines in comics, but it is 

a challenging skill. Did that 
come naturally to you? 

It’s still challenging, in the sense 
that there’s always a lot of world 
building to do and there are things 
that you need to express with 
words, but it’s not a medium that’s 


all about words. I enjoy that part 
of it. It’s fun. For me, it feels very 
freeing to almost write less, and let 
Harvey and the art team do their 
job, and do more. It’s always great 
to be reminded that I just have to 
say what something is and they do 
it, you know, because they’re part 
of this. 


How far out did you outline 
before you started writing 

the first issue of The High 
Republic Adventures? 

I had a very general sense, in terms 
of the whole arc. But really only > 


“ZUCKU5S 
MUST DIE!” 


UNDERGROUND 


Having written a short story for 
the anthology From a Certain 
Point of View: The Empire Strikes 
Back focusing on the exploits 

of bounty hunters Zuckuss and 
4-LOM, Star Wars Insider asked 
Daniel José Older if he felt 
particularly drawn to the seedier 
sides of the galaxy far, far away: 


“| love all the underground stuff; the 
gangsters, the bounty hunters, the 
smugglers. All that is just so much 
fun for me,” Older revealed. “| knew 
| wanted to write about the bounty 
hunters for the Empire Strikes Back 
anthology. They seemed like they 
would be the most fun, but it was 
hard. They’re hard to write! | like a 
challenge, so it felt like that was a 
great way to start.” 

More recently, Older was given 
another chance to delve into the 
galaxy’s underworld and penned 
another adventure for Zuckuss and 
4-LOM for Marvel Comics’ War of the 
Bounty Hunters. “When they came 


to me about the Marvel project, | was 
really excited to play with these two 
weird, lovable gangster bugs again,” 
said Older, adding, “And to go even 
deeper and explore more of Nar 
Shadda, which is maybe my favorite 
Star Wars moon.” 
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DANIEL JOSE 
OLDER’S 
STAR WARS 


"Born in the Storm” 

From a Certain Point of View: 
A New Hope 

Del Rey (2017) 


Last Shot 
Del Rey (2018) 


“STET!" 

From a Certain Point of View: 
The Empire Strikes Back 

Del Rey (2020) 


Star Wars: 
The High Republic Adventures 
IDW Publishing (2021—present) 


The High Republic: 
Race to Crashpoint Tower 
Disney Lucasfilm Press (2021) 


Tales of Villainy: The Gaze Electric 
IDW Publishing (2021) 


War of the Bounty Hunters: 
4-LOM & Zuckuss #1 
Marvel Comics (2021) 


Star Wars: The High Republic: 
Trail of Shadows 
IDW Publishing (2021) 


The High Republic: 
Midnight Horizon 
Disney Lucasfilm Press (2022) 


P very, very vague. I knew there were 
characters I wanted to explore. 
But I also wanted to leave a lot for 
me to figure out later. But I knew I 
wanted that initial arc to really be 
focused on Lula and Zeen and their 
totally different lives, and then Krix 
and his divergence from Zeen. 


When you knew you were 
going to be part of a publishing 
event that covered a whole 
new era of Star Wars, did 

your mind immediately go 

to a type of droid or creature 
or character you’ve always 
wanted to write? 

What’s been really fun is being 

able to carve out this little corner 

of Padawans and their friends and 
their masters who I can really work 
with. One thing that I did feel really 
clear about, once I understood what 
my assignment was going to be, was 
that I really want to tell a saga. A 
long story about these young people 
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that stretches across the entire 

first phase of this initiative, and 
really feels like it has a beginning, a 
middle, and an end. 


And you got to write for 
Yoda. Did you ask for him 

to be in these comics, and 
were there any reservations 
about including him? 

No, it sort of fell into my lap. 

I don’t think it would have 
occurred to me because it seems 

so crazy to ask, “Can I write 

Yoda?” Obviously, it’s a dream come 
true. And there are challenges, 
certainly, like it can’t be all about 
Yoda. Yoda takes up a lot of space, 
and the danger of using any 
character as iconic as Yoda (and 
how many characters are even that 
iconic?!) is that they can just take 
over. This was always supposed to 
be, and needed to be, a story about 
the young people, right? It really 
had to be about them. It couldn’t be 
about someone who’s 700 years old 
or whatever. But Yoda couldn’t be 
totally in the background either, 

so it was always about finding 

that balance. 


Have you been surprised by 
the amount of online love 
Qort has received? 

Blown away. Completely blown 
away. I’ve always loved Qort, but 
I did not imagine that. This is a 
character whose face we never 
see, we have not heard one word 
of Basic spoken by him, nor has 
he had a single major plot point 


MAN ANO LANDO 
NOVEL 


DANIEL JOSE OLDER 


DANIEL JOSE OLDER | oa 


Mw roe ness PtSTSELiMG AUTHOR 


that he has driven. He has just 
stood there and been amazing. 
And I have to credit Harvey with 
a lot of that, because he’s done a 
great job of giving Qort a lot of life 
along the way. Even to the detail, 
which I didn’t even notice, where 
Qort almost always has a little 
object with him in the first bunch 
of issues that he plays with, and 
that’s kind of him, and Harvey 
did that. That was brilliant. 


» 
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mech kid who loves to build stuff 
and take it apart and put it back 
together. And he has the Force. 
So, what would that look like? 


You’ve talked about Midnight 
Horizon as a “chaotic mess in 
the best possible way.” Is there 
anything you can say about 
that upcoming book, or what 
you think the fan reaction 
will be to the end of Phase 
One of The High Republic? 

It is a book that works unto itself. 
You could just pick it up and read it 
and you would have all the context 
you need within the book. But the 
experience is enhanced by having 
read the comics that run up to it, 
and the stories of these different 
characters as they intersect and 
cross paths. And then, as a whole, 
the initiative itself is building 
towards a major cumulative event. 
So, what we're really looking at 

is this gigantic finale event and 
Midnight Horizon is very much 

that. So many things come to a 
head, there are so many exciting 
character arcs that happen within 
it, there are new friendships and 
relationships that happen within it 
that I’m really excited about. 


You obviously take Star Wars 
seriously, but you also inject 
so much humor into your 
stories. Why is humor such 
an important element of your 
Star Wars work? 

I find humor very situational. It’s 
like a garden. I try to cultivate 

the soil of the story to allow for 
moments that are funny to rise 

up. And then, when they happen, 

I run with it. So, to me, especially 
with The High Republic as much as 
we've pitched it as the height of the 
Republic, it’s a very dark story in a 


I also really enjoyed the during peacetime. And it’s still 04 Cover art for lot of ways. There’s a lot of heavy 
character Ram in Race to peacetime in the larger galaxy os nee stuff that particularly the young 
Crashpoint Tower. I love that as a whole, but they’re very Adventures characters are dealing with, and I 
he and another High Republic much in an area where they #1, by Harvey think it’s really important to find 
Jedi, Reath Silas, could really now have to confront war. Le a ws ze balance to that, you know? Humor 
do without the whole Jedi And that’s a new experience for is the best cleanser. It’s the best kind 
battle thing. How did you them. But what I wanted to be of soap. And I also think humor can 
develop that character? able to explore was, what does be transformative. It’s like the Force. 
These are Jedi who were born that look like? So, with Ram, It really does show you different 
and lived a lot of their lives he’s just your average nerdy points of view of the world. @ 
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Previously: 

Nightmares about her past have been 
plaguing Starlight Beacon’s head of 
security, Ghal Tarpfen. Somehow the 
Nihil have discovered her darkest 


secret, and expect her to comply with 
their plans.... 


elko Jahen 
sat in the 
security hub 
of Starlight 
Beacon staring 
at her terminal 
and checking 
the scans once 
again. It had 
been three days since anyone had seen 
Ghal Tarpfen, Starlight Beacon’s head 
of security, and Velko was beginning 
to fear the worst. 

Ghal might actually be a traitor. 

All the evidence pointed to that 
logical conclusion, but Velko’s gut told 
her quite the opposite. Ghal was prickly 
and curt, but she respected the Republic 
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anomalies in the data. With the 
emergency on Dalna, which had forced 
Starlight Beacon to be towed through 
hyperspace to render aid, Velko had 
not yet been able to fully debrief Rodor 
Keen on the exact nature of Ghal’s 
disappearance. And now that it was 
time, she was hesitant. 

There was less than an hour until 
Velko was scheduled to meet with the 
highest-ranking Republic official on 
Starlight. Velko had planned on telling 
the man that the most logical conclusion 
was that Ghal had been working with 
the Nihil, but now she wasn’t so sure. 

If Ghal was working with the Nihil, 
what would she have to gain from it? 
There were no deposits of credits into 
any of her financial accounts, and a 
search of Ghal’s quarters had turned up 
nothing suspicious. 

Velko looked at the information one 
last time—the deletion of the assault, 
the strange nature of the messages in 
Ghal’s message queue—and willed the 
information to turn into something 


senator must have had an accomplice. 

Ghal took in her surroundings, 
ignoring the rising panic making her 
heart pound. Judging by the sparkling 
surfaces of the galley, the ship looked 
like it was a newer model, especially 
considering the smart food prep unit 
mounted to a nearby counter. Everything 
was shiny and pristine. Testing her 
bonds, Ghal decided struggling was 
futile. She needed to conserve her 
strength. Someone was flying the ship, 
and at some point they would come 
to check on her. When they did, Ghal 
would be ready. The fact that she was still 
alive was a good sign. It meant that they 
thought they had use for her. It meant 
there was still a fighting chance. 

Sure enough, a while later the door 
slid open, admitting a rough-looking 
Aqualish woman, the dark orbs of her 
single pair of eyes and a set of mandibles 
dominating her face. 

“You wake. Good,” she said between 
grunts and growls. “We land soon.” 

“T... where are we?” Ghal asked. 


GHAL TARPFEN WOKE WITH A START. SHE TENSED AS SHE 
REALIZED SHE WAS BOUND TO A CHAIR BY HER WRISTS, 
IN THE GALLEY OF A SHIP SHE DIDN'T RECOGNIZE. 


and did things by the book. Could 
someone so worried about protocol really 
participate in an assassination attempt? 
A few days ago, someone had 
attacked a visiting dignitary, Vice 
President Hackrack Bep, an official from 
the planet of Dalna. He had arrived 
on Starlight in the company of Jedi 
Padawan Imri Cantaros, seeking aid 
because of suspected Nihil activity. 
That wasn’t out of the ordinary. As the 
Jedi and the Republic had pushed the 
space pirates to the brink of desperation 
with continued operations against their 
marauding, more and more planets had 
sought assistance, but it was odd that the 
official had been attacked in his rooms 
so shortly after his arrival. He had no 
memory of the assault, and the only 
video clips that showed any evidence 
had been erased by Ghal, her security 
number clearly recorded in the logs. 
Velko had flagged the activity for 
further investigation, but the droid 
assigned to the task had found no 
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less incriminating, anything but a clear 
picture that Ghal Tarpfen was a traitor. 
There had to be a better explanation. 


KKK 


Ghal Tarpfen woke with a start. She 
tensed as she realized she was bound to 
a chair by her wrists, in the galley of a 
ship she didn’t recognize. The star-strewn 
darkness beyond a nearby viewport told 
her all she needed to know. She was in a 
very bad spot. 

Ghal’s skin felt dry, tight and itchy, 

a common occurrence when she’d 
taken too long to visit a mister, so she 
estimated she must have been out for at 
least a day, if not longer. Her head was 
heavy and achy, a feeling she’d never 
experienced before, and she wondered 
if she’d been subjected to some sort 

of knockout gas. The last thing she 
remembered was confronting Senator 
Ghirra Starros in the doorway to some 
other official’s room, which meant the 


“No Space. Senator has use for you. So, 
you'll be kept alive as long as needed.” 

Ghal said nothing. They had to be 
Nihil—who else would make a trip to 
No Space?—and she wouldn’t help them 
with anything. Despite the newness of 
the ship, the Aqualish had the rough 
look of those space pirates. Her clothing 
was designed purely for survival, and the 
filter apparatus that dangled from her 
neck had the distinct look of a gas mask. 

But more interesting was the silver 
key fob dangling from her trousers. 

Most likely the key to her restraints. 

The Republic used a similar system, and 
Ghal was well trained in how the key fob 
functioned. It was the first ray of hope 
she’d had since she’d awakened. 

“Can I get some water,” Ghal said, her 
voice extra croaky. “I... need water.” 

“You wait until we land.” 

“I’m sorry. I can’t...” Ghal said, trailing 
off. She tried to make her voice sound 
weak. “Please. I don’t know how long I’ve 
been out, but my skin is so dry.” 


That was true, though while her skin 
felt uncomfortable Ghal was not in any 
kind of danger from lack of moisture. 
Not that the Aqualish knew that. 

The woman sneered at Ghal but 
went to a nearby cabinet and pulled out 
a bottle with a spritzer attachment. She 
approached Ghal, who lashed out with 
a kick as soon as the Aqualish was close 
enough. Ghal’s wrists had been bound, 
but her feet had not. The kick landed well, 
catching the woman in her mandibles 
and knocking her unconcious. Ghal used 
the tip of her toes to tap the fob until her 
restraints unlocked, freeing her. 

One problem solved, innumerable 
more to handle. 

Ghal searched the woman quickly for 
weapons; finding none, she picked her 
up and put her in the chair she had just 
vacated, locking her into the restraints. 

It turned out that Ghal was actually 
parched. She went to the food unit and 
ordered enough water that she could 
drink a bit and pour the rest over her 
head, not trusting whatever the Aqualish 
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VELKO HURRIED INTO THE CONTROLLER’S OFFICE. 
SHE WAS SURPRISED TO FIND JEDI MASTER 
ESTALA MARU STILL SPEAKING WITH RODOR. 


woman had been about to spray her with. 
And then Ghal set out to see just 
what kind of Nihil the ship contained. 


KK 


Velko paced outside of Rodor Keen’s 
office as she waited for him to finish 
up his daily meeting with the marshal 
of Starlight, Jedi Avar Kriss. When Kriss 
finally exited, the pale-skinned human 
woman sparing the Soikan administrator 
a nod of acknowledgement, Velko 
hurried into the controller’s office. She 
was surprised to find Jedi Master Estala 
Maru still speaking with Rodor. 

“Oh. Should I come back?” Velko 
asked, and Rodor waved her over. 

“No. Master Maru is here for the same 
reason you are.” 

“Ghal Tarpfen,” The Jedi Master said, 
the Kessurian male’s face twisted with 
concern. “She’s not on Starlight Beacon.” 

“No.” Velko began. “It seems like 
she’s fled.” 


“Someone was extorting her,” Maru 
said. “Did you have any clue?” 

Velko shook her head. “No. I knew 
something was wrong, but even before 
the hyperspace tow and the Dalnan 
refugee crisis we were spread thin. 
Processing the Nihil, we’ve been picking 
up and trying to make sure all of our 
regular duties were accounted for.” Velko 
sighed. “I should’ve noticed something 
was amiss.” She and Ghal weren’t 
friends, and Velko wasn’t silly enough 
to think that the Mon Calamari woman 
would have confided in her. But perhaps 
if she hadn’t been so wrapped up in her 
duties she could’ve noted the change in 
Ghal’s behavior before things got bad. 

Velko didn’t believe she couldn’t 
have helped. 

The Jedi nodded; his expression 
pensive. “It seems as though it was 
mostly benign, but she was getting a 
number of messages from the same 
exchange. I’ve tried locating where they 
originated, but I’m still waiting on the 


droid to return with the answer.” 

“Tf Ghal was being extorted then 
she might have gone after the people 
responsible,” Rodor said. “Did you find 
any footage of her leaving Starlight?” 

Velko shook her head, looking to the 
Jedi. But he was similarly vexed. “No. 
There’s no sign of her departure.” 

“Ghal Tarpfen is a competent 
woman,” Rodor finally said after a long 
silence. “Let’s just hope that wherever 
she’s gotten to we can help her when 
she needs it.” 


Ghal stalked through the ship, 
checking compartments and listening for 
the telltale sound of boots approaching. 
But the ship seemed to be empty, so Ghal 
doubled back to the cockpit to see just 
who was flying the thing. 

A Chagrian woman sat at the yoke. 
Ghal tried to sneak up on her, but the 
woman somehow sensed her and spun 
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around. Ghal lashed out with a fist 
before the woman could finish standing, 
but she was able to easily block the 
punch, landing one of her own to Ghal’s 
unprotected midsection. 

“Ghal. You’re supposed to be in the 
galley,” the woman said as Ghal gasped 
for breath. The Mon Calamari woman 
leapt backward to avoid a kick, and Ghal 
was able to take the opportunity to land 
a low kick of her own. 

The Chagrian woman fell to 
the ground, and Ghal was on her 
immediately, kneeling on her chest so 
that she couldn’t move. The woman 
struggled, and Ghal pulled one of the 
womans lethorns and twisted it until 
she yelped. 
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“T know you,” Ghal said, once the 
woman had stilled. “Jeni Wataro. You 
work for Senator Izzet Noor.” 

The woman laughed. “I work for 
myself. And when it suits me, for the Eye.” 

An alarm began to sound in the 
cockpit, and Jeni began to cackle. 
“That’s an alert that we’re about to 
encounter another ship. And where we 
are, I guarantee it won’t be anyone from 
the Republic.” 

Ghal pushed her forearm against 
Jeni’s throat, making the woman gasp 
for breath. It wasn’t an elegant way 
to subdue an opponent, but Ghal was 
pressed for time. Jeni struggled and tried 
to throw Ghal off of her, but eventually 
her struggles fell away to nothing. 


Ghal checked the woman to make 
sure she was still breathing, and once 
she was satisfied she hadn’t killed Jeni 
she dragged her body clear of the cockpit 
door, closing and latching the thing so 
she wouldn’t be disturbed. 

Ghal was not a very good pilot, and 
she hadn’t flown in what felt like years. 
The controls meant next to nothing to 
her, and she took a moment to stare 
at the various knobs and dials, which 
were labeled in something other than 
Galactic Basic. 

Ghal’s remaining hope evaporated, 
and she swore long and loud. How in the 
deepest sea was she supposed to turn this 
thing back toward Starlight? 

Ghal took the yoke, and tried to 
turn the ship to another course, but she 
very quickly realized that the settings 
were locked somehow. Fumbling with 
a number of switches and buttons did 
nothing, and Ghal sat back in the seat, 

a keen sense of defeat coming over her. 
The last time she had felt this helpless 
was when her former lover, now a King 
of Mon Cala, had put her aside. 

The beeping in the cockpit grew 
more insistent, and Ghal saw three 
approaching ships. How long would it 
be before they began to fire upon her 
vessel? The comm unit blinked at her 
as someone tried to open a channel 
with the ship, but Ghal ignored it. 
There was no way she could take on 
three ships worth of Nihil. She’d lost. 
The Nihil had won. 

Ghal closed her eyes, took a deep 
breath and opened them once more. 
There had to be something she could do, 
something to at least warn the Republic 
that there were dangers lurking in the 
kelp. First Senator Ghirra Starros, and 
now Jeni Wataro. How many others in 
the Senate were working with the Nihil 
for their own purposes? 

Ghal didn’t know, but she opened a 
comms channel, selecting a wide swath 
of frequencies to ping to, most of them 
Starlight Beacon frequencies, but a few 
Mon Cal that she remembered from her 
Royal Guard days. This far out in No 
Space she would be lucky if even one 
person heard her message. 

Ghal took a deep breath, and opened 
the channels, sending a simple voice 
message since it was far more likely to get 
where someone could hear it. “My name 
is Ghal Tarpfen, Head of Security for 
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Starlight Beacon. I have been kidnapped 
by the Nihil, and by the time you hear 
this message I will most likely be dead. 
But you must know that the Senate is 
compromised. At least two members 
there have been working with the Nihil: 
Senator Ghirra Starros of Hosnian Prime 
and Jeni Wataro, aide to Senator Izzet 
Noor of Serenno. Please be aware that 
there might be other spies in the Senate, 
and at all other levels of the Republic.” 

Ghal cleared her throat and repeated 
the message again, and again. When 
the first few blasts came from the 
approaching ships, she continued 
talking, repeating the message once more 
before putting it on a loop. 

A pounding came from the door to 
the cockpit, followed by yelling in a 
language that Ghal didn’t understand. 
There was some murmuring, as another 
shot rattled the ship down to its rivets. 

“Unlock the escape shuttles, you 
horned squawkin!” came Jeni Wataro’s 
voice through the door. 


EXCLUSIVE FICTION 


name. She’d been dreaming, she was sure 
of that, but what about? 

There was a pinging at her door, and 
when she went to open it she found Imri 
Cantaros, the Padawan who had helped 
to save the Dalnans when their volcanic 
system flooded the planet with lava. 

“Administrator Velko,” he said with a 
sheepish grin. “Master Maru tried calling 
you over the comms, but I guess you 
didn’t hear. There’s something he wants 
you to listen to.” 

“Give me a moment,” Velko said, 
closing the door. She hurriedly donned 
her uniform and followed the Padawan 
to the command hub, where Maru 
presided over a number of monitors. 

“Velko,” Maru said, a kind expression 
on his face. “We have news.” 

He didn’t say anything else, just 
went to a nearby comms unit and 
began to play a message. 

“Ghal Tarpfen...kidnapped...Nihil... 
Senate is compromised... there might be 
other spies... the Republic.” 


A POUNDING CAME FROM 
THE DOOR TO THE COCKPIT, 
FOLLOWED BY YELLING. 


Ghal smiled, the first in a very long 
time. “Sorry, not sure I know how to 
do that.” 

“Then let me in to answer the 
challenge question! You’re condemning 
us to death.” 

“T had family on Valo,” Ghal yelled 
to be heard over the noise of the ship 
as another blast set off a fresh bout of 
alarms. The life support systems had 
been damaged in that last cannon hit, 
and it wouldn’t be long until the ship 
failed utterly. “Do you think they begged 
for someone to save them as well?” 

The pounding on the door ceased, 
and Ghal leaned back in the chair and 
began to sing the lullaby her mother 
had always sang for her when she was 
a small fry. 

It was a better death than she could 
have hoped for. 


Velko woke in the middle of her sleep 
shift, startled by something she couldn’t 


The message began to repeat, and 
Velko frowned. There were few words, 
the majority of the transmission was 
static. “What is the rest of the message? 
What are we missing?” 

“I’m not sure. This is all we have 
been able to recover. I’m reaching out to 
other security units to see if they received 
anything similar, but I wanted to let you 
know first.” 

Velko nodded, the sinking feeling in 
her middle a heavy weight. Ghal was 
gone. There were few places in the galaxy 
far enough away that she might have 
trouble sending a message, and wherever 
she was had to be outside of Republic 
control. She knew her time was at an 
end, and yet she made every effort to 
send them a warning as her last act. 

“Can you send a copy of that to my 
personal message queue?” Velko asked, 
and Maru nodded. 

“I’m sorry about your loss,” he 
said, and Velko left the command hub 
without another word, lost in her own 
dark thoughts. 


She wandered around Starlight 
Beacon. There was still time in her sleep 
shift to rest, but she was no longer tired. 
She walked onto one of the observation 
decks, looking out and the seemingly 
endless expanse of stars beyond the 
transparisteel barrier. 

Ghal might be gone, but her words 
were still there for Velko to parse and 
examine. Nihil spies in both the Senate 
and the Republic? How had Ghal found 
that out? Was that why she’d gone 
missing from Starlight? 

Velko didn’t know. 

She sat on a bench and stared out 
into the vastness of space, letting the 
emotions swirl through her. In the 
months that she’d been on Starlight, 
Ghal Tarpfen had taught Velko more 
than the Mon Calamari woman would 
ever know. Ghal had been fierce and 
unyielding in her dedication to the 
Republic, and she was a fine head of 
security. During the Soikan Civil War, 
Velko had learned how important it 
was to have allies. Not friends, but 
something more: a person who could 
always be depended on to be there in 
the fight, someone who would watch 
your back. Ghal had been that for her, 
and now she was gone. 

There was an answer to who had 
done this, and why. It could be the 
Nihil, Ghal didn’t have any other 
enemies that Velko knew of, but either 
way there was an answer that needed to 
be found. Velko would find out who had 
taken Ghal and why, and when she did 
she would make sure that Ghal’s death 
got the justice it deserved. 

But until then, Velko swore to herself 
that she would guide Starlight through 
any hardship that came next. It was what 
was right. It was what was needed. 

She owed Ghal that much. 


THE END 
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